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But blue comes back and takes the next. Twenty-seven
to twenty-six now.
Yah-hoo observes Omaha.
Eight to nine on white screams the exasperated bookie.
Sold friend. Sold.
Blue wins again. Six to ten offers the obliging bookie
smoothly. Sure. Fair enough. We're getting gypped a
little fellers but it's only house percentage. The more bets
these fellers make the more cut they get.
Again blue crashes through. One or two ? Okay, Near
enough*
White is on the point of exhaustion. Poor old llanco* All
in. Blue is pert as a sand-piper on the beach and has twenty-
nine tantos to the opponent's twenty-six. Only six points to
go. The touristas are happily lapping up Daiquiris out of
frosted parfait glasses. Chubby, honest Omaha fists are
crammed with slips of paper. Whoop ! If the chaps in
good old Consistory twenty-seven could only see us now !
Blue runs off the next point and the next All resistance is
gone. The gates are lowered and the grand charge forthwith
gets under way. Betting madly, the boys see white run it
up to thirty-three while blue stabs one solitary tanto, and that
a fluke.
Bets are even again. Just a bad break fellers. Of course
it*s nothing to the house fellers. They collect ten per cent
regardless. They should worry. This is on the level. Blue
still looks good. Even money for the honour of South
Omaha, hey fellers?
Sure.
And white runs out the string.
But boys, boys, did you notice that every time there were
any odds suggested, you were given the long shot and those
slickers down in the cheap seats snapped up the short end ?
Tssk tssk.
Qwwelas is different. Now you'll like tpjaw&las* Six lads,
each in a different coloured shirt, play singles competitively*
Blue plays green. If he wins he gets one credit. Am&rttlo
Cashes with Ufa and whoever wins that rally gets a point So